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BEWARE! TERROR TALES 




(?0R AN INSTANT, FEAR CffOSSED THE YOUNG 
PIANIST'S FACE ANO THEN HE SPOKE SMAHPiy.' 




Jhe wprimt of his hugs, blub- 
berry hand stood out stark 
auo livid on the cringing boy's 
cheek j he quivered beneath 
the enraged assault of provak , 



THIS IS NOT A GAME '. I HAVE NOT 
PICKED YOU UP FRQWTHE GUTTER, 
SWEATED OVER YOU TO THEN 
HAVE YOU RUIN EVERYTHING 
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OUT MOW '.OUT! I'll 

YOU TO THE PIER .' MAYBE 

TUB SALT AIR 

WILL CLEAR 

YOUR MUDDLED 

BRAIN 




DRAGGED 
THE BOY 
OUT OF THE 

CONSERVATORY 
INTO THE 
DAMP, FOG6V 

NI6HT. 
AT THE 

waterfromt. 
he shouted 

AT THE 
TOP OF HIS 

LUNG6, 
THREATENED, 
CAJOLED! 



THE UEKT FOUR DAYS WILL 5PELL FAILURE OR SUCCESS .' 
AND I IMTENDTOWPE THE CRESTOF SUCCESS! 
AFTER THAT— WE'LL BE RICH : EVEN ROYALTY 
WILL ATTEND YOUR BkS CONCERT '. 
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At THe hotel, prowk a*.w to rr that The »oy was 

W CAREFULLY DRIED, 56LFISHiy AFRND He MIGHT CON- 
TRACT SOME IUWESS. PROWSINESS WEIGHTED THE BQV'5 

UOB 




KWAREI TERROR TALES 



MfOIPK S«tfPLHOWf7HTHEfW<OTWCr*TFlt&6t£OAN0 
v RAILED UKS A COBRA J ME SOUND HO LEATUS* SELT 
ATOUND ir( i 




BEWARE! TERROR TALES 

"I J»HE FINGERS WERE GROTESQUELY 
CURLED '. PROVAK WENT W0.D AT THAT 
INSTANT J RASE ENGULFED REASON iHE 
RAISED HIS HAM-LIKE R5TSAND.,., 




PEW ARE' TERROR TALES 




VWE SCREAM 
BECAME! A 
HOARSE , 
MUFFLED CRY 
--THE CRY A 
WHIMPER... 
A COUGH.-- 
AND 
SILENCE 
ANO BLACK- 

BiAtXNeSSI 
SOME TIME 
LATER, THE 
KN OPENED 
HIS EYES 
AND BECAME 
AWARE OF 
THE TRAGEDY 
THKT HAD 
TRANSPIRED ! 
TWE SHOCK 
CONVULSED / 

Hlfl «AU_ / 

BODY 
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JEFP AWO 
MARJORIE 
CAPPER, A 
HAPPY YOUNG, 
SISHT- 
5EEN6 
COUPLB, 
WERE JUST 
BEING 

BROUGHT TO 
A SMALL 
COTTAGE I 
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F[P YOU'RE LOOKING FOR SOME- 
THIMS CONCRETE TO WORRY 
ABOUT, YOU MIGHT TAKE A 
LOCK AT THOSE CLOUPS 1 
SOMETHING TELLS ME WE'RE 
IN FOR A DOWNPOUR ANY 
MINUTE [ 
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©HEN ALMOST LTKZ * RUSE* OP EVIL 
POIUTBD AT THEM i A SL/TM1R1NS BOLT OF 

lishtning seeweo to aim fo* the 

DftWMESS OF THE CAVE 
ITSELF I 




TH£REF'S NOTHlWOTO PEAR, DEAR 1 
THIS IS THE MOST AMAZING PLACE I'VE 

EVER 5EEN 1 I'D LIKE TO INSPECT tT A 
LITTLE MORE CLOSEtf. LIGHT THE 

CANDLE THAT'S ON THETA&LE,HONEY, 
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pTRAHSe SHADOWS ' - 
DANCED ON THE WALL AS 
MARJORIE OWPER PUT 
THE MATCH TO THE 
BLACK CANDLe 1 .' 




THEV never. 
KNEW WHAT 
TERROR HAD 
ALMOST BEEN 

BROUGHT 
ABOUT, AS 
THE CANDLE 
FELL TO THE 
FLOOR AND THE 
SPUTTERING 
FLAME WENT 
OUT, THE GRI5LV 
OCCUPANTS OP 
THE ANCIENT 
COFFINS SANK. 
BACK INIfc THE 
SLEEP FROM 
WHICH THEY 
HAD BEEN 
REVIVED I 
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| THE 
- TIME THEY 
REACHED THEIR 
COTTAGE, 
NIGHT WA5 
UPON THEM . . , 
A NIGHT THAT 
WA5 TO BRING 
THE* MORE 
TERROR THAN 
EITHER OF THEM 
COULD IMAGINE 

IN THEIR 
WORST NIGHT- 
MARES '. 
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' j^™» ™« ™- "0«o« w«r Man- tH«r, 

JC*F *AC*Q nno TUB contGE : 




BEWARE! TERROR TALES 



&N0 THE VILLAGER'S, AROUSED SV SJMA'S AWFUL 
MEWS. RUSHED TD DO THE ONLV THINS TWCY FELT 
COULD SAVE THEM FROM THE VENGEANCE " 
H10EOU5 CREATURES ' 
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LITTLE 

By John 



MR. MULCAHEY cursed, facing the 
miserly task of going down twisting 
alleys behind his dilapidated tenements and 
collecting rents. Around him the cold night 
air howled and there was a suspicion of snow. 

He glanced fearfully from side to side as he 
picked his way over trash heaps and around 
puddles. Dangers might lurk here, he knew. 
Any kind of dangers, even the unreal kind that 
folks had spoken of in the old country. It 
wasn't a healthy place to be in and Mr. Mul- 
cahey thanked whatever gods he had that he 
didn't live as poorly as his tenants. His face 
lit up with a momentary flash of remembrance 
of his fine Park Avenue apartment and its com- 
forts. Then he scowled as he thought of Dor- 
gan, his agent. It was Dorgan who usually 
made the collections. But Dorgan was ill and 
Mr. Mulcahey had to make the rounds him- 
self. 

In his pocket he felt the wad of currency 
he had already collected. The O'Flynns had 
paid, and the Mulligans, too, and Jim Ryordan 
and the family over him. 

That left only the O'Giverns. Again he 
scowled. Dorgan hid reported the O'Giverns 
as an uppity crowd, always poor, yet proud 
and clannish. They talked incessantly of their 
ancient ancestry, but seldom had an extra 
penny to clink against another. And every once 
in a while, they let the rent slide. 

Mr. Mulcahey entered the door of the last 
tenement and shuddered, thinking of that' 
awful climb to the fifth floor on which the 
O'Giverns lived. His heart wasn't good and he 
hesitated before risking the first step. He'd 
had an attack once before and it had terrified 
him. In fact, as he remembered, it was the sheer 
fear of death that had made it worse. 

He knew that, and he also knew that what 
he'd thought about, in those few minutes in 
which he'd almost died, were the comforts he'd 
be leaving. Leaving for the cold dankness of 
the grave. 

On the third floor Mr. Mulcahey paused. 
His heart was pounding badly. Again he con- 
sidered giving up the task. But the thought of 




the O'Giverns letting the rent slid* again stif- 
fened his resolution. He determined to taav* it 
out with them, with the old matriarch who 
ruled the clan — for the father wh long dead. 
He'd take no more of their plaints of poverty. 
If they couldn't pay — out they'd go! 

At the fifth landing he could scarcely diaw 
breath. But then his heart eased and he ad- 
vanced to the cracked door and knocked. It 
opened slowly and a little girl looked out 
"Oh . . ." she began. "You're Mr. Mulcahey." 
Mulcahey scowled at the presumption. How 
could the child have known him. he thought, 
as he brushed past her. He had never set foot 
within the tenement before this moment. 

The darkness of the room made him pause. 
His eyes swung slowly to the circle of family 
faces, then to the wan figure on the bed. Mia 
eyes blinked at the tapers burning fitfully at 
its head and foot. 

"I've come for the rent," be said uneasily. 

Four pairs of eyes, big as owls, fixer! on him. 
The little girl who had opened the door— he 
noticed she was the oldest of the family of AVe 
daughters — came quietly around and stared at 
him. 

"Our mother is dead, Mr. Mulcahey," she 
said simply. 

Mulcahey glanced at the sheet-eovered 
figure, then back at the little girt About four- 
teen, he'd say, but not big as her age, pinched 
of visage, almost gaunt as were the others, 

"I've come for the rent," he repeated. "IV* 
no wish to intrude on your sorrows. 

The girl shook her head. "We've money-only 
for the funeral," she said. "Surely you can wait 
until next month." 

The chill air within the dingy rooms was 
cold as a marble monument. Mulcahey shiv- 
ered "The dead pay no rent," he said, trying 
to stare her down, but oddly failing, for her 
eyes glowed. "You'll be wanting to live here, 
won't you? You can't live in a tomb." 

A ghostly smile lit up the girl's face. "True," 
she said. "But the dead must be paid respect. 
You won't deny . . ." 

"I deny nothing," he said testily and m- 



BEWARE? TERROR TALES 



tended a hand. 

The girl's face stiffened; her lower Up 
curled. "The neighbor) Mid you were a hard 
man, Mr. Mulcahey" aha aaid, her voice ring- 
ing like bran. "But until now I had never 
realised you were quite bo— heartless." 

"You're an uppity lot," he grumbled. "Espec- 
ially you, a chit of a girl, to be talking that 
way." 

"I am the oldest now, of an ancient family," 
the girl taid and waved a hand at the wan 
circle of pale faces. Her face was proud. "I 
and my sisters — we come of the blood of kings 
and things older than Ireland." She glanced at 
the dead figure of her mother, and Mulcahey's 
eyes swung to the corpse with hers. 

"The city will bury her," Mulcahey said. 
"Why waste your money on a funeral?" His 
eyes grew bleak and his mouth hard and he ex- 
tended his hand again. "The rent . . ." he de- 
manded. 

Before him the four children parted to allow 
the girl to pass. She went to the kitchen cup- 
board, took out a jar and from it some money. 
She handed it to him. "It is fitting that a family 
bury Its own dead, Mr. Mulcahey," she said, 
"but we will take your advice and have the city 
bury our mother.*' 

He fumbled in his pocket. "I'll give you a 
receipt," he .began, but paused as the girl 
raise'! a hand, snaking her head. 

"There will- be no need," she said. "You will 
be dead soon. Mr. Mulcahey. From the dead 
we need nothing!" 

Angrily. Mulcahey whirled, slammed the 
door behind him. Then he stopped, his blood 
freezing as shrill wailt burst from the rooms 
behind htm. Like tigers, he thought, or vicious 
cats bewailing death. Mulcahey's face twisted 
in scorn. So had it been, as he knew in the old 
country when an elder died. The mourning was 
unseemly, almost savage. He shuddered vir- 
tuously. Behind him the shrills rose, spiraling 
to some dizzying, disappearing height, then 
stopped abruptly, like the cry of a night beast, 
its throat cut by a twift knife. 

Dead he'd be, Mr. Mulcahey chuckled to 
Himself as he put the O'Givern rent money in 
his fat wallet and started down the steps. It 
waa not for them to talk of death with its 
dank presence in their own home. It was for 
them to worry about, not him. 

A sudden thought made him pause as he 
reached the fourth landing. The girl had 
spoken of his death. But why? What could 
she know of him? And how could she have 
known his name? Again an uneasy feeling ran 



through Mr. Mulcahey, like a snake. He shook 
his head impatiently. Already his heart was 
pounding with the exertion of descending the 
stairs. 

Then the stab of pain hit him with shudder- 
ing force, toppling him down the whole third 
flight! At the bottom he lay bruised and bat- 
tered and weak. He tried to call out but failed. 
Trembling, he felt for his pulse. It fluttered 
like the beat of a sick bird's wings. Abruptly, 
Mr. Mulcahey realized he was dying! 

Dying . . . Dying alone and unattended, with 
no one to help him. His strength was leaving 
him. He hadn't the power to call out. Suddenly 
he heard the footsteps on the stairs. He glanced 
up. 

It was the O'Givern girl. She pulled her 
shawl about her as she came down the steps 
and stopped, watching him. Her eyea were 
grave, cold as the heights of Connemara, he 
thought, calm as the swans on the Liffey as it 
carried them through Dublin which he had 
seen as a boy. 

"Help — help me . . ." he managed to whisper, 

"It is not in me to help, Mr. Mulcahey," she 
said, and her voice was thin as a mountain 
wind, yet vibrant with power. "That is not my 
business. My business is to warn." 

"To — to warn?" he asked, trying to rise, but 
falling back. 

"I am an O'Givern," she said. "Like my deac? 
mother before me I am a banshee, a harbingei 
of death as all good folk in the old country 
believe. 'Tis not the old country here," she con- 
tinued, "but even here in America we liv« 
among our people, wailing to them when deatr 
approaches so they can make their peace witr 
God." She paused and her lips were grim. "1 
told you I came of the blood of kings and ol 
things older than Ireland." 

"But your keening, your wailing," he gasped 
"It was for your mother!" 

e,|T WAS for you, Mr. Mulcahey," sh< 
M. said softly and yet with an edge to he: 
voice. "We are things of the spirit and recog 
nized the taint of death on your own. But yoi 
will not have time to make your peace witl 
' God. Even now you are dying." 

His hands clutched for her. but she skippe< 
away lightly, like a wraith, and as the darknes 
closed in upon him, he heard her say : 

"The dead must be buried, Mr. Mulcahey - 
and my mother waits for the city to come am 
take her to rest. Was that not the advice a deai 
man gave us?" 

THE END 
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Titus grimm 
wilbur hatch 
shared the 
ramshackle 

8uil0img- where 
they lived and 

worked... a dank, 

cadaverous house 
whose eerie 

LtGHTS OFTEN 

SHONE FAR INTO 

THE N1&HT,' 
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Cutting AWAy excess growth from the cell 

MASS WAS A STANDARD PROCEDURE FOR WiLBUI 
BUT THIS TIME AS THE SCALPEL TOUCHED THE 
QUIVERING PROTOPLASM THERE WAS A SUODEN, 
GRUESOME REACTION.' i 

UGH/ IT'S MOVJNG-- 
OOILING ITSELF ABOUT 
MY WRISTS,' TUGGING - 
MY HANDS. RESISTING 
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A* WILBUR FINISHED his task, HIS SKIM was 
CRAWLIJ^S WITH A SENSE OF IMPENDING EVIL. 

UWTIL NOW IT ONLY REACTED 
TD HUN&ER, MOW IT REACTS 
TO FEAR AND DAW&ER,TOO. 
THAT MEW NlfTRIENT FLUID 
HA* CHANGEP IT SOMEHOW, 
ITS AS IF THE CELL MASS 
CAW THINK AND FFEl 
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But it was 
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There was a grim, unmistakable note of challenge 

in the remark, but a moment later,t1tus' face was 

am icy mask, as wilbur fetched his coat, 

all right, destroy your 
protoplasm if you wish- 
but my electronic brain 
is a triumph of human 
ingenuity. i wont let 
you touch it. 



i cant force you to do 
what's right, tttus. but 
at least i'll fulfill my 
own duty to mankind,' 
i'm going to destroy that 
abominable thing in that 
mat/ 




^tll drive into town. i need a 

powerful acid to dissolve thi 

protoplasm and destroy it, i 

ton't want even a single cell 

to survive,' 
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AS THE FIERY ACID RAINED DOWN UPON THE 

ABOMINATION BELOW, THE 5L1MY MASS BE&AN 

TO DISINTEGRATE BEFORE HATCH'S EY6S, J 


THE BRAIN.' HE HAD ^ 
IT HOOKED UP TO i 
THAT CELL MASS,' A 




;9ji i|!B 


iM^n^ga^p 
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L8fa 









MOMENT, THE SICKENING REALIZATION Of 
GRIMM'S OBSCENE PLAN SWEPT C 
THEN, WILBUR. HATCH TURNED SLOWLY AWAY FROM 
THE HORRIBLE, ODOROUS SCENE/ 
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PULSE-POUNDING STORIES OF 

STRAN6E SUSPENSE/ 








ON SALE AT 

YOUR FAVORITE 

NEWSSTAND 
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